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SATURDAY, 
DOUGLAS JERROLD'S NEW 
PERIODICAL, 


THE ILLUMINATED MAGAZINE, 


As essayist or dramatist Douglas | 
Jerrold is worthy of all honour, | 
His original productions have long | 
since been appreciated by the first 
critics and literati of this age; and 
in the cause of the drama his gem- 
med pen has done brilliant and | 
bright service. We hail, therefore, | 
with heartfelt and sincere gratula- | 
tion his entrée within the circle of 
periodical literature, and warmly 
congratulate him on the successful 
attempt of his eminent talents in 
the splendid “ illuminated ” bro- 
chure now lying before us. The 
arrangements are admirable, and 
evince exquisite taste and fine judg- 
ment. The contents combine every 
variety of subject—“ from grave to 
gay, from lively to severe.” It is 
what a magazine is meant to be, and 
ought to be—a thing of “ shreds 
and patches ;” an article of the utile 
—a column of the dulce, and a text 





MAY 13, 1843. 


[Price 13 


for everybody. The number opens 
gern ye and in a fine spirit with 
a national glowing subject, by the 
editor, on Elizabeth and Victoria, 
and closes with the richly worked- 
up finale of a grand opera; a right- 
ly judged and hearty review of Lady 


| Sale’s narrative of her perils endured 
' in the late Affghan War. 
| of London by Mark Lemon, some 


The Boys 


poetry by Laman Blanchard, Bona- 
arte at Miss Flounce’s School, by 
&. A. a Becket; Great Western 


| Sketches by Wildrake; and Mr. 


Grubbe’s Night with Memnon, by 
Albert Smith; are capital sketches, 
and deserve to be read by all who 
can feel and appreciate nature, 
whether pencilled with the harmoni- 
ous tints of truth, wit, humor, or 
social grace and feeling. The pages 
are so tempting that we cannot avoid 
pilfering. So we will at once snatch 
a@ song : 
‘“ Here’s a song for the past, with its sun- 
shine and shade, [decayed ; 
For no tear can restore us one joy that’s 


E’en an urn, when the sunlight is over it 
thrown 


No more ‘seems the echo of sorrow alone. 
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For the brightness that heaven hath lovingly 
shed {dead, 
Seems to tell us how calm is the sleep of the 


**A smile! still a smile! though the flowers 
which appear [a tear; 
On our pathway of life may yet cradle 
Still the light of our gladness each drop will 
illume, [spirit’s perfume ; 
And its warmth change each gricf to the 


Then why should we sorrow, when gladness | 


can shed 
A light o’er the living, acalm o’er the dead?” 


The * Tlluminated Magazine ™ isof 


course gemmed like the azure firma- 


ment above us on a fine summer's 
night with a galaxy of “ lights ” 
from the burins of Kenny Meadows, 
Leech, Sargent, Landells, and other 
artistical eminences; and when we 
State that all this “ illuminated "” 
dazzling casket of high art is to be 
had for one shilling we verily be- 
lieve the gift to be as generous as it 
18 glorious. The magazine is really 
the magazine for tie million. 

We cannot refrain from making 
one more extract which is peculiarly 
adapted to our pages, and which is 
from an exceedingly clever paper by 
the editor entitled the Button Hold- 
er: 

STAGE REFORM. 
** Mr. Thomas Duncombe has 


brought a bill into the House of 


Commons, not as is generally sup- 
posed to remedy the abuses of the 
stage, but merely to relieve two or 
three London actors of penalties 
which they knowingly incurred by 
acting in an ,unlicensed theatre at 
Liverpool. We have no sympathy 
for these people; they set themselves 
in, defiance of the law, and now 
piteously whimper when the law 
strikes them, If Mr. Duncombe 
with his characteristic energy, will 
apply himself to the comprehensive 
remedy of the iniquities and injus- 
tice that now beset and paralyse the 
true interests of the stage, he will 
effect a great and national good. 
The author, the actor, the manager 
—all are sacrificed to the mere 
legend of patent rights, conferring 
no benefit upon the monopolists, and 
degrading a noble art to the gamb- 








ling of a race course, If the mana- 
ger be honest, he is ruined; if not, 
he cheats all who has dealings with 
him. |The system is only to be sup- 
ported by a victim orarobber. And 
then how beautiful, how consistent 
is the paternal care of government 
towards its subjects as play-goers ; 
If Wiggins visit a theatre in West- 
minster, his loyalty is safe; his 
cheek burns with no blush at the 
pruriency of the author. No; the 
Chamberlain’s deputy has read the 
manuscript; has weeded it of all its 
noxious plants and flowers (poppies 
perhaps excepted); it is, in a word, 
a piece of licensed morality. Let 
the same Wiggins step across the 
bridge, the Chamberlain has no 
longer any care for him, In the 
belief of the government, there is 
no recording-angel out of—West- 
minster. As the Chamberlain is so 
paternally affectionate in his licens- 
ing what appears on the stage of 
certain theatres, it is a pity his pow- 
ers are not enlarged. We would it 
were his duty to license the saloons. 
We are convinced that it must, now 
and then (say now and then), weigh 
heavily on the breast of a manager 
to feel, that whilst he is acting a 
very pattern part of morality on the 
stage, he is—and cannot help it— 
receiving the profits of a Mistress 
Overdone from the boxes! (The 
name of Mr, Macready is, however, 
a brilliant exception. He has prov- 
ed, despite the redicule of the fool- 
ish and the obloquy of the base, 
that a theatre need not necessarily 
contain in itself the worse than 
loathsomeness of a female slave- 
market. All honour to him for that 
proof!) With respect to any legis- 
lative interference for the benefit of 
the stage, we have no hope what- 
ever from in Parliament. It is, as 
we have said, too contemptible a 
theme for the majesty of its thoughts. 
A petition was last year presented, 
which was really decently received 
by Sir James Graham, who profess- 
ed his complete ignorance of all 
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things theatrical—members of Par- 
liament wearing such ignorance as 
the very longest peacock’s feather in 
their caps—but thought that some- 
thing might be done this session. 
There is, we believe, a bill some- 
where. We are not certain, but we 
believe Lord Mahon has it in his 
keeping. We have no doubt that it 
will be brought into the house; this 
session too—yes, at least a week 
before the prorogation, and then be 
laid by till 1844. We have also 
heard that the bill has been packed 
up in camphor since last session, 
and will be duly passed through hot 
vinegar before it is brought into the 
House; therefore, honourable mem- 
bers need not run away—the docu- 
ment is not infectious.” 


DRURY LANE. 

Monday.—Acis and Galatea, and Comus 

‘uesday.—Much Ado About Nothing. 

Wednesday.—Jealous Wife, and Loan of 
a Lover. 

Thursday.—Acis and Galatea and Comus, 

Friday.—Macbeth. 

Saturday.—Acis and Galatea and Comus. 


Fortunio every Evening. 


Tue revival of Acis and Galatea has 
evinced admirable taste on the part 
of the management. Its ensemble 
is now as perfect as brilliant, and so 
successful and attractive has been 
its performance that it has been 
found necessary to produce it on 
three nights of the week, followed 
by the masque of Comus and the 
increasingly popular Easter extrava- 
nanza Fortunio, in order to meet 
the wishes of the crowds that over- 
flow Old Drury on its representa- 
tion. The following cast now forms 
its attraction—Acis, Allen; Damon, 
Hudson; Polyphemus, Staudigl; 
Galatea, Miss Clara Novello; Cupid, 
Miss Gould. 

By the above list it will be seen 
how powerfully this exquisite pas- 
toral opera has been aided; and 
first by Clara Novello, who proved 
herself to be beyond all approach to 
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rivalry, the only living singer of 
Handel’s divine music. Her cele- 
brity in this respect has long been 
transcendant, and her method of 
rendering it came with electric force 
on her listening audience. Her full, 
even, divine tones, flowing smooth- 
ly as a rivulet, were replete with 
delicate pathos and oe and her 
triumphing powers are beautifully 
developed in the airs, “‘ As when the 
dove,” —* Heart, thou seat of fond 
delight,” and the duo with Allen, 
‘* Happy, happy, happy me!” 
That eminently gifted and Ellistoni- 
an actor, Mr. Hudson, whose versa- 
tility of talent appears to fit him for 
anything, appeared as Damon and 
quite took the house by surprise. 
He entered fully into the character 
and realised a perfect impersonation. 
The air “* Would you gain that tend- 
er creature” is admirably given by 
him, and is always enthusiastically 
encored. The Polyphemus of Herr 
Staudigl is a fine conception—the 
real uncouth, savage, hideous .mon- 
ster. His splendid and powerful or- 
gan is finely adapted to the part, and 
his outpourings of wild passion, “ I 
rave—I1l melt—I burn,”’—were terri- 
fic, and strikingly imposing. “ Oh, 
reddier than the cherry” he renders 
with noble gusto; and his contor- 
tions twirlings, and grotesque atti- 
tudes as he sings “ Oh, nymph more 
bright ” are in fine keeping with the 
strange nature of the gigantic mon+ 
ster. Nothing can possibly be in 
finer harmony and purer classic taste 
than Milton’s masque which follows 
Handel’s chaste and lofty opera ; and 
the Comus of Mr. Macready isd 
finely realised, as to combine every 
mental and refined pleasure that the 
drama in its best attire can thus im- 
art. 

The Jealous Wife and other en- 
tertainments for the benefit of those 
deservedly petted favourites — the 
Keeleys—was played to a bumper 
house, and which we dre glad to 
know resulted in a substantial bene- 
fit to the worldly well-doing of the 
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comic mated pair. . Shakspeare has 
not been neglected ; the comedy of 
Much ado about Nothing, and the 
tragedy of Macbeth having been 
played on two evenings of the active 
and fully occupied week. 
Princess’s.—Madame Albertazzi has 
now fairly established herself at this 
gorgeous bijou opera establishment, 
and her style of delivering the melo- 
dious music of Donizetti's captiva- 
ting L’Elisir d’Amore has been greet- 
ed with enthusiasm by fashionable 
and crowded audiences. Her voice 
is a mezzo soprano of a fine com- 
pass, and distinguished for power, 
richness, and fluency. She sings 
with the most refined taste, and ex- 
ecutes, after the manner of Persiani, 
the most difficult chromatic passages, 
within the register of her voice, 
with great ease and fluency. Paul 
Bedford as Doctor Dulcamara is 
magnificent. He makes the charac- 
ter of the quack immensely ludi- 
crous, and delivered his harangues 
to the gaping villagers with won- 
drous power and gusto. Mr. Bark- 
er is a capital tenor and sings with 
the tact belonging to an accomplish- 
ed musician, His voice lacks 
strength, but it is exceedingly sweet 
being nearly all falsetto. The chor- 
usses are admirably done, and their 
roupings, with the aid of some 
eautiful scenery, on the rising of 
the curtain for the first act are beau- 
tifully picturesque and effective. 
The opera is delightfully got up and 
cannot fail to have a long and profit- 
able run. Perfection, The Three 
Graces, and My Fellow Clerk, to- 
ether with the celebrated Russian 
amily, consisting of a father and 
his six sons, have formed the dra- 
matic features of the week. It is 
reported that Mdlle. Nissen, the 
celebrated and much admired sopra- 
no from the Paris Italian Opera, 
who has just arrived in London for 
the season, has entered into an en- 
— with the lessee and will de- 
dit here in the course of the week. 
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Enciisu Opgra.—Within our re- 
collection no establishment devoted 
to the purposes of the drama has 
sustained so many shocks of ill- 
fortune and viscissitudes as this de- 
voted edifice. Its name from its 
birth has been a misnomer ; for the 
strains of “ English opera” have 
been as silent within its walls as its 
neglected cultivation has been de- 
plored. Italian buffo operas, Mu- 
sard's French galopades, Van Am- 
burgh’s wild beasts, horsemanships, 
masquerades, and all the evil genii 
of false taste and degrading exhibi- 
tions have alternately passed away, 
and now we hail with a glimpse of 
hope the resuscitating spirit of pure 
English ballad as Mrs. Waylett’s 
management must guarantee a return 
to a corrected and reforming reign. 
The performances of the week have 
been of a most pleasing and agree. 
able nature, The affecting drama 
of Broken Promises has been very 
effectively played, the horoine espe- 
cially so, by Miss Caroline Rankley 
from Sadlers’ Wells. That Mercuri- 
al and roving comedian, Mr. J. §, 
Balls has also raised the spirits of 
his audience by his lively and 
brusque natural manners in Matri- 
mony—and Emery, the son of the 
ever-to-be-honoured veteran, has no 
less distinguished himself in the 
good old farce of the Village Law- 
yer. Our sweet English ballad sy- 
ren, of Kate Kearney fame, charms 
as ever, Her style is still as fresh 
as Spring and as redolent of beauty, 
She admirably disports herself “ in 
the chair ” in the Ladies’ Club, 
which popular piece loses none of 
its attraction from its frequent repe- 
tition, but always closes an even- 
ing’s entertainment with zest and 
eclat. We heartily wish success to 
this attempt of the fair manageress 
to restore this elegant dramatic 
structure to its original purpose, 
and what it ought to be—a temple 
devoted to the interests of native 


| British ballad, in its strictest sense, 
an English Opera House, 
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HayMARKET.—Nothing of impor- 
tance has occurred here this week; 
some very favourite old comedies 
have been performed, and_ the 
strength of the company is such, 
that the pieces selected cannot fail to 
draw good houses, Miss Bennett 
continues a successful career and 
will ultimately become a decided 
favourite with a London audience. 

Astiey’s. — The high popularity 
and fame that so long crowned the 
managements in former days on this 
celebrated locality more than attend 
on the new Does pa Mr. Batty, 
in his splendid and newly erected 
edifice. Crowded audiences are here 
nightly exhibited, and the new glo- 
ries shed by the equestrian art are 
now enjoyed with renewed and 
quenchless avidity and relish. The 
greatest success attends the repre- 
sentation of the grand new Easter 
piece, The Affghan War. The 
scenes in the circle and fun of the 
clowns are prodigiously exciting, 
and the gorgeous cavalcade of Rich- 
ard and Saladin is one of the most 
imposing spectacles that can be ima- 
gined. The liberality of Mr. Batty’s 
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new enterprise has thus far been 
deservedly rewarded. May all of 
good and profit attend him. 
Citry.—The attractions of the 
bewitching Miss Kate Howard as 
Captain Charlotte, with a grand dra- 
ma called the Black Buccaneer, or 
the Ship of Fiend; and the singing 
of Collins as Claude Duval, the 
prince of ge have been 
magnetic and potent enough for all 
efficient purposes; and this elegant 
civic temple under Mr. James’s able 
management affords the prospect of 
a career rewarding, profitable and 
satisfactory to all parties. 





COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


BirMINGHAM.— Several novelties 
have been presented during the 
past week; in addition to the 





known lecturer on literature, Mrs, 
Fitzwilliams and Buckstone appear- 
ed on Tuesday and Thursday, The 
company has been considerably 
strengthened by the addition of 
Lyon and Williams, and is now 
equal to the efficient represeatation 
ot the best dramatic pieces. The 
new engagements include a vocalist 
of great promise named Reeve ; this 
gentleman possesses a fine tenor 
voice, and sings with great purity 
of style; there is however a defi- 
ciency in his articulation which re- 
quires correction. Numerous in- 
Pegi have been made respecting 

e re-appearance of Fanny Elssler, 
and expectations are entertained in 
many quarters that she may be in- 
duced to appear — in this town 
previously to her departure for the 
Continent; but at present nothing 
has transpired on the subject. It is 
stated that this celebrated artiste was 
highly pleased with the flattering re- 
ception she met with on her first 
appearance, and expressed herself 
in the warmest terms with regard to 
the arrangements made by the man- 
ager and the efficiency of the 
band. 

Reapine.—It gives us great plea- 
sure to be enabled to state that a 
decided improvement has taken place 
within these few days in the health 
of Mr. Harrington, the gentleman 
who was injured by the accidental 
discharge of a pistol, the particulars 
respecting which appeared in our 
journal a fortnight since. A report 
has been current in the town that 
very unfavourable symptoms had 
made their appearance, but we are 
happy to hear the reverse to be the 
case, Mr. Harrington has lately 
been placed on one of the water 
beds in the Hospital, which affords 
him considerable ease and relief; a 
return of appetite and other favour- 
able circumstances induce a confi- 
dent hope of ultimate cure, which 
we sincerely hope may be realised. 

Hu ppeRsFiELD.—Mr. Wood's 





debit of Mrs. Foster, the well 


large concert room was opened on 
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Monday evening as a theatre, when 
Shakspeare’s Othello was performed 
in a most unexceptionable manner, 
by the talented company of the Ha- 
lifax, Bradford, and Nottingham 
theatres, The farce called Turning 
the Tables followed, and yielded 
unbounded mirth toa most respecta- 
ble audience. 


SHrEwsBuRY.—The theatre open- 
ed on Wednesday, with a very poor 
company as to numbers, and no 
novelty in the way of performers, 
except the introduction of a Signor 
Bernaskina, as the Man-monkey. 
Of the Signor’s monkey business, 
we can only say it is inferior to Mau- 
zurier, Goffee, Wieland, and Hervio 
Nano; and with the exception of a 
trick on a hogshead, the display was 
poor in the extreme. Monkeys 
generally go about on all fours ; but 
this gentleman, it appears, considers 
the position of a man half-stooping, 
a sufficient imitation. 


A SCENE AT CARLTON HOUSE, 





“Tue most remarkable result of Mr. 
Mathews’ imitation of Lord Ellen- 
borough in ‘ Love, Law, and Physic,’ 
was his receiving a ‘ request’ that he 
would go to Carlton House on a cer- 
tain evening. On his arrival he was 
immediately ushered into the pre- 
sence of the Prince, who was sur- 
rounded by a very small circle. 
After a most gracious reception, the 
general conversation was resumed, 
as it appeared, and he was for some 
time at a loss to guess the immediate 
cause of his invitation. At length the 
Prince began to speak of the extra- 
ordinary sensation Mr. Mathews’ re- 
cent imitation had caused, adding 
that he had the greatest desire in the 
world to hear it, and concluded by 
saying that it would be considered 
as a favour if Mr, Mathews would 
then give them the ‘charge to the 
Jury,’ as he had given it on the first 
night of the new farce. My hus- 
band felt distressingly embarrassed, 
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He glanced round at the party, and 
his eye for a moment fell upon the 
nobleman with whom he had the 
interview on the second night of the 
piece, and who was looking particu- 
larly grave. Mr. Mathews obvious- 
ly hesitated, which the Prince ob- 
serving, said, ‘‘ Oh, don’t be afraid, 
Mr. Mathews—we are all tiled here. 
Come, pray oblige me: I’m longing 
to hear it. I’m something of a mi- 
mic myself, My brother here (turn- 
ing to the Duke of York), can tell 
you that I give a very fair imitation 
of Lord Eldon. With respect to 
yours of Lord Ellenborough, it was 
not so well when you found it so 
taken up to continue it in public, 
and Iam very glad your own good 
taste and feeling prompted you to 
refuse a repetition of it; but here 
you need have no scruples.” Mr. 
Mathews felt very reluctant to obey 
the Prince’s wishes, though so gen- 
tly and kindly enforced, for al- 
though there were not altogether 
twenty persons present, yet he could 
not help feeling that amongst them 
there might be some personal friend 
of the Lord Chief Justice. How- 
ever, he was commanded, and mal- 
gre lui, he obeyed. The Prince was 
in raptures, and declared himself as- 
tonished at the closeness of the imi- 
tation, shutting his eyes while he 
listened to it with excessive enjoy- 
ment, and many exclamations of 
wonder and delight, such as—* Ex- 
cellent! perfect! is it not he himself!” 
The Duke of York manifested his 
approval in peals of laughter; and 
the Prince afterwards conversed 
most kindly and agreeably upon the 
subject with my husband and the 
high personages present, for some 
time. When Mr. Mathews returned 
home he declared to me, that had 
he had the remotest idea of the 
cause of his summons to the Palace 
he would have formed some excuse 
rather than appear on an occasion 
so truly embarrassing to his feel- 
ings. 
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CATALINI. 


Tuts lady’s want of literary ability 
joined to her vivacity in conversation 
sometimes produced some very ludi- 
crous scenes. When at the court of 
Weimar, she was placed, at a dinner 
party, by the side of Goethe, but 
as a mark of respect to her on the 
part of her royal host. The lady 
knew nothing of Géethe, but being 
struck by his majestic appearance, 
and the great attention of which he 
was the object, she enquired of the 
gentleman on her other side what was 
hisname. ‘ The celebrated Goethe, 
madame,” was the answer. ‘Pray, 
on what instrument does he play ?” 
was the next question. ‘He is no 
performer, madame—he is the re- 
nowned author of ‘ Werter.’” ‘* O, 
yes, yes, I remember,” said Catalini; 
and, turning to the venerable poet, 
she addressed him, * Ah, sir, what 
an admirer I am of ‘ Werter!’” A 
low bow was the acknowledgment of 
so flattering a compliment. “ I 
never,” continued the lively lady, 
“I never read anything half so 
laughable in all my life. What a 
capital farce it is, sir!’ ‘* Madame,” 
said the poet looking aghast, ‘“ the 
‘ Sorrows of Werter’ a farce ?” 
“O, yes—never was anything so ex- 
quisitely ridiculous!’ rejoined Cata- 
lini, laughing heartily as she enjoy- 
ed the remembrance. And it turned 
out that she had been talking all the 
while of a ridiculous parody of Wer- 
ter, which had been performed at 
one of the minor theatres of Patis, 
and in whichthe sentimentality of the 
tale had been unmercifully ridiculed. 
The poet did not get over his mortifi- 
cation the whole evening, and the 
fair singer’s credit at the court of 
Weimar was sadly impaired by this 
display of her ignorance of the illus- 
trious Goethe and the “ Sorrows of 
Werter,” 





Chit Chat. 


The criticisms on Balfe’s new opera in 





Paris are very contradictory. Some as” 
sert that it isa work of genius, others ad- 
mit it shows talent—while all agree that it 
is full of light and sparkling melody, but 
not original. 


Templeton, the tenor singer, and Ma- 
dame Garcia, having seceded from the 
Princess’s. Theatre are about to undertake 
a provincial tour. 


Duprez, the eminent French tenor, 
will visit England in June. Mr. Bunn, 
it is said, is making a last effort to achieve 
his appearance at Covent Garden. 


It may be stated as a fact tending to 
show the encouragement given to music, 
opera, and the drama in Paris, that at 
every one of the numerous performances, 
Louis Philippe and the members of the 
royal family invariably were present or 
took a number of tickets for the benefit of 
and encouragement of national amuse- 
ments. Whata lesson for our own court 
at Buckingham Palace! But of this cruel 
neglect, more anon, 


Pacini’s grand opera of Sappho is now 
playing at the Theatre del Circo in Ma- 
firid with perfect eclat. 


Mr. Alvars, our unrivalled English 
harpist, gave a concert lately in the Court 
Theatre at Gotha (the use of which was 
granted to him by his Serene Highness 
the Duke) which was honoured with the 
highest patronage. When will England 
learn to foster her native talent before it 
has received the stamp of the Continent? 


If a man has a right to be proud of any 
thing, it is of a good action, done as it 
ought to be done, without any base inter- 
est lurking at the bottom, 


A gentleman walking through Knights- 
bridge one Sunday, overheard the follow - 
ing dialogue between a man and a woman 
who appeared as if just come from a plea- 
sure trip into the country: —Woman: 
“ Blow me, Bill, howtired Ido feel. [’m 
as miserable, too, as a statved herring 
what a world is this! I wish I'd never 
been born—I wish myself dead again.” 
Man: “ Why, Bet, what's the matter 
with younow ? What are yon grumbling 
about ?”—Woman : “ Why, don’t I tell yer 
I am as miserable asa rat ?”—Man: “ Mi- 
serable, indeed! Why, what on earth 
would yer have? You was drunk Mon- 
day, and you was drunk again Wednes- 
day, and I'm blessed if you have not had 
pretty near enough to-day. If that aint 
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pleasure enough for yer I don’t know what 
is. I suppose you wants to be a down- 
right hangel here upon earth.” 


Idleness of mind is the badge of gentry, 
the bane of body and soul, the nurse of 
naughtiness, the step-mother of disci- 
pline, the chief author of all mischief, 
one of the seven deadly sins, the cushion 
on which Satan reposes, and the greatest 
cause of osiatedle, 

Love is like the shadow of the morning, 
which decreases as the day advances: but 
friendship is like the shadow of the 
evening, which lengthens with the set- 
ting sun of life. 


As regards marriage, if we do err in 
our choice, err but one minute—one mo- 
ment after those mighty syllables pro- 
nounced which take upon them to join 
heaven and hell together unpardonably, 
till death pardon ;—this divine blessing 
that looked but now with such a humane 
smile upon us, and spoke such gentle 
reason, straight vanishes like a fair sky, 
and brings on such a scene of cloud and 
tempest as turns all to shipwreck, with- 
out haven or shore, but to a ransomless 
captivity. ° 

All controversies that can never end, 
had better perhaps never begin. The best 
is to take wordsas they are most common- 
ly spoken and meant, like coin, as it 
most currently passes, without raising 
scruples upon the weight of the alloy, 
unless the chest of the defect be gross 
and evident. 


Among the splendid displays of foren- 
sic eloquence which distinguished the 
trial of Queen Caroline, the most impas- 
sioned burst was in the short speech of 
Tord Brougham, when insisting on his 
right to question Mr. Power as to who his 
client, the prosecutor, was. At the con- 
clusion of his speech, Brougham dashed 
down the brief, and rushed with indigna- 
tion from the bar of the House. As he 
was passing out, Lord Lauderdale stopped 
him, saying, ‘‘ Where are you going to 
now?” “ To have a mutton chop!” was 
the hurried whisper of the infuriated ora- 
tor. 

Mrs. Maddock, formerly of Covent Gar- 
den, died on Monday in her eighty-fourth 
year, 

There is an excellent company now 
spe. at the Nottingham Theatre. 

he proprietor has also engaged C, Kean, 
Miss Faucit, and Mr, Anderson, 





Who ever heard a doctor’s boy whistle? 
We can imagine the possibility of such 
an occurrence, and conceive the air would 
be the Dead march in Saul. 

A man lately died in Hackensack, who 
was so large that it took three men and a 
boy to preach his funeral sermon. 

There is an editor in Chicago who is a 
foot taller than “* long Jim,” and so tall, 
that a Giraffetried to eat salt off his hat, 
and couldn't do it. 

A beggar in Baltimore asked assistance 
of the editor of the Clipper on the ground 
that he could not work as he had but one 
handand anarm. A wag present suggest- 
ed that if he would take off his coat and 
vest to show that he was no impostor, a 
subscription might be raised for him. 
The fellow demurred at this, when the 
wag observed that this off-hand manner 
of begging would not answer unless the 
absent hand and arm were more ingenious- 
ly concealed. Chap was off like a shot. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

James.—Mr. Widdicomb at Batty’s is the 
same person as was at Sadlers’ Wells last 
season. There are several managers at 
the Italian Opera—one in every depart- 
ment. Hillier with his stud is at Liver- 
pool; likewise young Ducrow. We are 
not aware that he is engaged at Batty’s. 

W. Thompson.—We recollect the piece was 
a complete failure—have not heard of the 
author since. 


A Subseriber.—The gent. is an American 

playing the leading characters at the Chat- 

am Theatre, under the management of 
Mr. Thornton. 


M. P.—The Portsmouth Theatre is closed, 
and will remain so till the end of October, 
There are several concert rooms on the 
same principles of those in London. 

Cassio.—In our next. 

T. P. R.—We will make the enquiry. 

A Constant Reader.—The Brunswick Thea- 
tre was in Well Close Square, and was 
built so badly that it fell down during a re- 
hearsal and thirteen lives were lost. 

All communications for the Editor to be 

Sorwarded to the Printer, post paid. 
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